CHAMBERLAIN ; Ho'.v do you do ? What jolly
vouncrsters.

MOTHER : Are they ? You try looking after
them.

GIRL : Can we talk to Aunt Florence, mamma ?

MOTHER : Xo, darling. You can see her. . . .

And try to Imitate her -when yen grow up.

BOY 'determined to outvie his sister] : /shall Imitate
her in the nursery to-night.

MOTHER : Ssli S Darling I And I didn't mean that
sort of imitation, you silly imp. Xov/, be quiet,

both of you. and watch the people.

TAXKERTON (at the door] : The Lady Herbert
of Lea.

[ELIZABETH HERBERT, now past her eightieth
year, but still in possession of her faculties, enters.
She is a religieuse, wears deep black and carries 12
rosary. Her sallow face is seamed with wrinJdes.
The SECRETARY OF STATE hurries to greet her.

MOTHER : Look, children. There's one of Aunt
Florence's oldest friends. You've heard me talk
about Sidney Herbert. That's his wife.

GIRL : Oo ! Let me see.

[After a moments conversation at the door, the
SECRETARY OF STATE conducts ELIZABETH to the
place reserved for her. As she passes through the
rooniy those who recognise her stand and bow.
Among them is the MOTHER of the children.
ELIZABETH replies to these demonstrations with a
grave inclination of her head. But she says nothing.

BOY : Mummy ! She didn't say anything to you.

MOTHER : No, darling. Old ladies aren't
expected to stop and talk to young ones.
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